EECOLLECTIONS  OF A PLAYER
me to the home I had struggled so hard to obtain and so greatly loved.
That I was the owner even of so modest an estate filled me with pride. I thought I should never leave it ; but ah, how little we know of the future ! Mrs. Stoddart's health began to fail, and as the doctor told me that the brackish air from the Sound was injurious to her, she suffering from asthma, I decided that we must leave the place. A person living at West Farms had taken a fancy to our property and was anxious to purchase it. At first I scouted the idea, but as my wife's health was now the main consideration, I finally yielded, and sold the place. "We then returned to ]STew York.
Not long ago I felt a desire to have a look at the old house, and journeyed thither for the purpose. When I built it, in 1859, there was, from Mott's Foundry at the north end of Harlem Bridge to my own cottage, scarcely a house, where now? all along Third Avenue (then known as Boston Road) and up One Hundred and Thirty-eighth Street, there are stores and 137acon to guide 136of two of our 135  \.
